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PREFACE

“Ascribe to the Lord the glory due his name...” -Psalm 96:8

The Lord’s love for us is immeasurable. It literally cannot be calculated using men’s
measurements. When | read the above verse in Psalms, my mind attempts to estimate the
amount of glory due to our Creator. | cannot even fathom it! Just like the Lord’s love for us, the
glory due to Him is also immeasurable.

Then my mind drifts to the type of praise that would be worthy of our Creator’s greatness.
Would it be one million men dressed in white robes with arms raised? Would it be the most
talented singers raising their voices to heaven in unison? Worthy praise may mean different
things to different people, but it means carefully chosen words to the ones God has gifted with
writing talent.

Our talent is our contribution to the glory due to the Lord’s name. We will not let the fact
that we fall short of praise that is worthy of God’s Holy Name stop us from giving Him our very
best efforts. Readers will find the poetry contained in Creatoris exceptional by every measure
of fine literature.

All of God’s creation should value poetry as an esteemed form of writing. After all,
scholars believe several books of the Bible use poetry, including Song of Solomon, Psalms, and
Proverbs. Poetry’s limitless forms makes it difficult to distinguish from other types of writing.
However, poetry tends to communicate emotion whereas other forms of writing stress
information, influence, or escape. Furthermore, the poems selected for Creaforexpress the
common theme of the glorification of the Lord’s name.

We invite you, the reader, to praise God with us in your heart as you enjoy every poem in
this collection. It is our hope that together our praise will reach the Lord and be as pleasing to
Him as a sweet-smelling perfume. These poems were not intended to teach theology or
doctrine. Instead, the reader embarks on a journey through joy, grief, admiration, regret, and
devotion.

The authors of the poems contained in Creatoragreed to share their poetry for the
specific purpose of glorifying the Lord. They donated the use of their poetry to this publication.
No author, editor, or publisher was paid for their work. It is our hope that when readers have
finished reading Creator, they will have drawn nearer to God in their heart, mind, and soul.

There is no greater blessing than a close relationship to our Creator.



The Word

By Jeanne Beaumont*

Lord,

Like Jeremiah

Your word often burns in my bones.
When spoken, I feel the life.

When believed, I understand the power.
My being is held up by your word.

By only one word, I am healed.

Help me to express your word

To be that letter read by all.

Burn it in my heart.

*If you are interested in obtaining more Christian resources by this author, visit

http://www.amazon.com/Send-It-To-You-Free/dp/1419695479/ref=sr 1 1?ie=UTF8&qid=1414171187&sr=8-1&keywords=I+send+it+to+you+Free



http://www.amazon.com/Send-It-To-You-Free/dp/1419695479/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1414171187&sr=8-1&keywords=I+send+it+to+you+Free

Fﬂvlling

517 A’ntany Mark

Falling I felt your breath
Lift me f»ig[wr

Than I could Love

And now Lifted I fell deeper
Upon your [»0117

Desire that I

Would at last

See the whole

Of your qrze and

Fﬂlling now ever a(eefer

I ascend in grace

Your will not mine

Thy kingdom not mine
Nati»ing now but

A surrendered breath...



Deliver Us*

by Jay Harding**

O Father, save us from temptation’s snare,
The kind that lead us far away from You.

If You must test us, help us stay aware

Your trials help to keep us wise and true.

The Devil may attempt to feed us doubt;

He may tempt to distrust the Holy Ghost.

O God, though trouble circles us about,
Deliver us from evil’s hoary boast.
Emancipate our minds from wicked thoughts
And save our souls from Satan’s hateful ways;
Your Son and our Redeemer Jesus taught
That we should call on You, God, when we pray.
So lead us not into temptation’s hold.

Deliver us from evil, make us bold.

* “And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from the evil one.” -Mathew 6:13

** If you are interested in obtaining more poetry from this author, visit www.jaytharding.com



http://www.jaytharding.com/

Mary Magdalene
by Faye Gibson

One summer eve in Galilee

I stood before my open door;

To me it seemed just one more night—
Like all the others gone before.

Someone would come and, passing by,
Would hear the tinkling of the bells,
Would see the garish harlot’s robe

And painted eyes beneath my veil.
Someone, a man like all the rest—

It did not matter much to me—

A nobleman, Samaritan,

A Roman or a Pharisee,

Someone would pause and with one glance
Strip me again of maiden pride,

And leaving, later, never know

The shame and shattered dreams I hide.
O, he would think me very gay;

He would not see my hollow heart

Nor hear me curse him for his pay.
Twas then I saw a band of men
Approaching down the narrow road;
There should be one among that crowd
Who wants the favors I bestow.

Kind eyes met mine, and with one look,
He saw what others could not see;

He saw the hunger of my soul,

My loneliness and misery.

I only know that since that day

[ live to walk along with Him.

His look of love has changed my life;
[ need not sell my love again.
Tonight He sups at Simon’s house—
All day the dusty paths we roamed;
But, still He waits, unwashed, unkissed;
Small courtesies no one has shown.
My love for Him! It rolls and swells
Till from His side I cannot stay;

['ll wash His feet with tears of love

And with my hair wipe them away.



The Cross
by Judy XK. Haught

It wasn'’t the nails that held Him there,

It was Love for us, He came to share.

Looking up into His battered face,

Knowing it was for our sin, He hung in place.

Lovd, we praise You for Your great love.

Leaving Your great throne from above.

Angels singing Your praises all day long,

You came here, there would be no song.

You eagerly await us, with outstretched arms,

No longer nailed by Satan’s intended harm.

Your blood, O Lord, defeated the enemy,
‘When You hung from the rough hewn tree.

Bless the Lovd, O my soull
Glory to the Lamb, for making us whole.

Rejoice ye angels, rvejoice all ye earth

For the cross, our freedom, our new birth.

Master, Savior, to Thee we sing,

Songs of praise to the King of Kings.



A Friend of Mine*
By Isaac Thomas

He is sometimes too quick

This friend of mine

Too quick to do things for others

To cook for fundraisers, church dinners or family reunions
To drive an elder to the doctor

To visit someone in a hospital or nursing home

He gives up his time and what he wants to do

And does for others.

I have learned a lot about the heart of a servant
Because of this friend of mine.

He is sometimes too slow

This friend of mine

When we cook church dinners a job of one hour takes two
Because we stand around and talk

And enjoy each other’s company

And he sets the pace

When we went to the supermarket to pick up something

A quick trip took twice the time

Because everyone in town knows him

And he stopped to talk to them.

I have learned a lot about priorities
And how to slow down and listen to people
Because of this friend of mine.

He is often too quiet

This friend of mine

When he knows something about someone

Something negative, that should not be told

Where most, almost all others would take pleasure in telling
He has seen the pain gossip can cause

And he cares enough about the person to not say anything.

I have learned a lot about discretion
And how to keep my big mouth shut
Because of this friend of mine.

He is often too loud

This friend of mine

When he preaches about something we should do
And I have let that something slide

9



When he preaches against something I have let slip into my life
And I sit and say “Amen!” aloud

But inside I'm squirming

He steps on my toes sometimes, this friend of mine

Though he probably does not know who he is preaching to

The arrows God gave him find their mark.

I walk a straighter path
Because of this friend of mine.

He is always helping someone

Always at church prayer meetings, always cooking dinners
Always working for God and people

Always with a willing and cheerful heart

He is my pastor

And I thank God I have been able to enjoy his presence.

I am a much better man
Because of this friend of mine.

* Copyright © 2005-2014, Isaac Thomas. “A Friend of Mine” is licensed under the CC
free-to-use license. See http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/3.0 for a
summary of this license. The CC free-to-use license applies only to this poem.
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Holy is the Lamb
by Brenda Meier-Hans

Deep in my heart I search Oh Lord
Deep in my wretchedness I pray
Deep in my soul I cry for words
Words oh Lord, deep words worthy
To praise your Holy Lamb

How could I with human tongue
How could I with this spotted soul
How could I the unworthy one
Sing praises, how oh Lord

Sing praises worthy of the Lamb

Will I ever have the words oh Lord
Will I ever sing your song

Will I ever be around your throne
Where there I will praise, ....praise

The Holy Lamb

[ search the earth your hands have made
[ search the sky, the clouds above

I search your flowers and your trees
Yet in their beauty none, none compare
To the beauty of the Lamb

Oh Holy Lamb please hear my plea

Oh Holy Lamb look in my soul

Oh Holy Lamb dispense your grace

That I oh Holy Lamb, I may have the words
To sing forevermore, Holy is the Lamb

11



Christmas Light
by Liam Mcdaid

Before midnight

on Christmas Eve

I put

a lighted candle
upon the window sill
to say

love

of baby Jesus
welcome

to my home

This door

of the heart

1s open

with prayer
welcoming his holiness
to receive

the Lord’s blessing
on his birthday

I sing a song

with praise
kneeling a lamb

of God

happy birthday
Lord and Master
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John 3:16%*
by Joyce Johnson

God’s promise to the world means
that we only need to believe
He gave his only begotten Son

and we eternal life receive.

Some parents know the anguish
of losing a beloved child.
Yet our God did that for us,

we sinners so defiled.

How many of us have thanked him
on our young or aged knees,
for the joy he has promised?

What have we done to please?

I[f we believe in Jesus
and profess His Holy Name,
our God has promised to us

an eternal life to claim.

This life is a short journey.
You’ll know that when you’re old.
Read the verse, believe his promise.

It’s the way to stay well souled.

* Poem based on John 3:16 “For God so loved the world, he gave his only begotten son that
everyone who believeth in him, shall not perish but have everlasting life.”
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Rising Within Your Pages

by Richard Lamoureux

I take for granted all that I can do
Thinking that what I have has all been earned
Instead I should be so thankful to You

A spirit of pride is one that is learned
I start to believe the things that are said
Thinking that what [ have has all been earned

Within my heart I begin to be led
Rising within the pages of Your Word
I start to believe the things that are said

I learn to fly on the wings of a bird
Here is where I learn the ways of Freedom

Rising within the pages of Your Word

I no longer doubt Your Kingdom will come
Without Your Love I will never know Peace

Here is where I learn the ways of Freedom

Within the Heavens praises never cease
Without Your Love I will never know Peace
I take for granted all that I can do

Instead I should be so thankful to You

14



HEAVEN’'S GIFTS
BY DAVE WOOD

THREE GIFTS FROM HEAVEN

ALL PRICELESS IN THEIR APPEAL
YES...FAITH, HOPE AND LLOVE

THEY DESCEND ON US LIKE RAIN
AND THE GREATEST OF THESE...LOVE!
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The Crying Candle
by Jan Allison

I called my son...he said you were fading

The candle seemed to call my name

I watched its brightly flickering flame

The light from it shone bright in the dark

I was hypnotized by its golden glow

The wax melted slowly so slowly

Like cveamy liquid tears running down the sides
Drip, drip, drip, a silent puddle formed

Slowly oh so gradually over time the wick decreased
Almost like your life was ebbing away

Getting smaller and weaker every second

The candle flame started to dim

Flickering dancing flickering dancing

Fighting to stay alive with every ounce of its strength
Finally it flickers for the final time

It gave its final breath

Leaving a wisp of smoke

I imagined it was your spirit rising through the air
Ascending towards heaven

16



Alone and Weak
by Stephan McBride

When I feel alone and weak

I read your word and seek

While you’re so eager to teach

No further than just a reach

Always by our side

Leading the way down the path

Serving as a comforter and guide
Claiming and protecting us from the wrath
Lord, You are the only way

Any saying other have gone astray

I feel Your presence get stronger and stronger
As I pray it will not be much longer

When you will wipe away these tears
Turning them to joy and cheers

I see many signs taking place

As you teach to hold on and endure the race
Those who you can call your friend

Will stick it out till the end

I saw by your faith all I need

As you came and planted seeds

While protecting them from the weeds

[ hear you calling

And I let you in to change my desires

No longer chasing the world’s delights
But trying to reflect you to shine bright
As you gave the world sight

17



Finding God

by Casarah Nance#x*

Cold liquored tongue suffocated me from the inside.

| n front of famil vy, Chri st mas Ev

The air of herbal remedy followed me in a cloud.

Grandpa shook his head, “ T h at behavior ' s

| drove away disgusted, their judgment on my mind.

Bitter, angry disapproval, | looked forward, not behind.
Drooling in my sleep, | was too inebriated to walk.
The telephone brutally screamed, | was too drunk to talk.

If | could have answered the phone | would have known.
Hur ting mo ment s, Grandpa’ s,
| was selfish, stupid, there was no reason for me to be.

He tried to raise me right, to teach what was meant for me.

When | heard the message in the morning, tears in my eyes.

He sai d, Ki d, I sti | | | ov e

The service was held, a church bell chimed for his memory.

| ov e

y o u

| felt the hands of God comforting, when he sat down beside me.

*Casarah Nance invites you to her personal website here: http://www.casarah.altervista.org.
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My Unbelief
by Brother Joseph

Empty hands | bring to You,

With nothing good to give.

A hardened heart is all | have,

|l @2ve forgotten how to |ive.

| fight, I cry, | be, | plead,

This pain that lives within.

It wi || not go, lt2s al ways there,
Reminding me again.

The times | 3ave failed, the times | 2
An endless stream of sound.
«You?re |l ost, ypnae¥%¥ee wmineys you?|l|

Do not get off the ground.

On my face my soul cries out,

l2m ready for the end.
Where would | start? Where would | go?

Where would | begin?

This is where I 2d |ike to say,

My faith holds strong and true.

lad fight the dowbntss, the fears, th
And go on breaking through.

But that&as not t he case,
At least for me.

My faith is small and weak.

Lord Jesus, | believe,
Please help my unbelief.

19



The Healer*

by Jeanne Beaumont**

Lord,
Just as surely as the woman touched the hem of your garment,

I touched your compassion in the Word|J the promise of health.

Just as the woman felt intense desire to be set free from pain,

I, too, knew there was no answer but in touching you.

A

The womands | ife was changed;

I have felt your healinglJ my spirit has sung its joy.

I have not let golJ I still take hold and touch.

FoaX WLT L 2yfe (2dOMattkew®210t 2112 L 6Aff 08

** If you are interested in obtaining more Christian resources from this author, visit

http://www.lulu.com/shop/jeanne-beaumont/jesus-is/ebook/product-17519597.html.
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True Love
by Regina Riddle

God knows my heart—my every thought.

He knows when I pray, what I say...

Understands my ways...even those days...

When I don’t have the patience or praise.

God knows my heart—my soul and the part...

Of me that is hidden behind walls built by fear...

Walls of discouragement, disillusion and despair...

Walls that protect those feelings that make me vulnerable.

God knows my heart—even when I don't...

Know how to put into words...the way that I hurt.

He reads between the lines when I write...

Understanding those feelings I don’t describe.

God knows my heart—the depths of my hopes...

He comforts me when I'm lost in disappointment...

Gives me encouragement and helps me to accomplish...

All those things that [ might not believe I'm capable of.

God knows my heart—my inner demons and the battles I fight...

With sadness, anxiety, doubt and insecurity...all of the reasons...

I need second chances—new beginnings and restoration;

All the reasons I have for reaching beyond my own weakness.

God knows my heart—even when I don’t believe I'm worthy...

He still comforts me when I hurt—heals the wounds and provides...
Everything I could have hoped for...more than I could have imagined...
Blessings beyond my expectations; Grace that abounds in the worst situations.
God knows my heart—welcomes me when my hope has been lost...

Helps me to believe in those dreams I might have given up on...

Leads me through the wrong choices, mistakes, the desperation...

Found in the place where flaws, faults and failures trap my faith.

God knows my heart—remembers my moments of enthusiasm and delight...
Even when I've lost sight, given up on finding the strength to use my insight...
Find my way past the penetrating pain—the scars that keep reminding me...
I have been through those disheartening days.

God knows my heart—and even when I'm wrong...
He welcomes me into the warmth of a serenity...
That can only be found in the arms of the Love that He gives so freely.

God knows my heart...as He knows yours...
And I pray that He blesses you...

With Love that is forever and always,
Eternally...A part of you.
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The World Is in a Mess
by Leon Wilson

Do you believe thereis a God?

Maybe you coul dnodt care | ess
But this you must agree with me

The world is in a mess.

Famine, wars, murders, hate
False doctrine on the rise

Jesus said these things would be
So why should we be surprised?

Politicians promise a better world
Whilst promoting laws of sin

They havenodt got t
To all the mess we

oy T
-
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>S5
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Religion is a waste of time

It candot even save itself
Boasting in their religious laws

Whilst leaving Jesus on the shelf.

The heart of man is wicked

And grows colder day by day

That 6s why the worl d is in a mes:
Our hearts have gone astray.

Sin is strong and powerful

It can override our will

That 6s why the world is in a mes:
Men murder, hate, and kill.

What can man do today

To change the me@ss wedre in
Of himself, nothing at all

Because the problem here is sin.

This sin it must be broken

To change the heart of man

We cannot do it on our own

But | know someone who can
JESUS

22



The Heavens Open Wide
by Judy K. Haught

The beauty of awaiting Christ’s return
The longer we wait, the more we learn.

Reading God’s Word written by man,
Is a privilege only the saved understand.

Where is Your God? The world does cry.
We who know Him can explain why.

He is waiting and watching, giving all a chance
To call upon Him sincerely, not merely a glance.

When you are His child, you will understand.
Do you hear Him asking, “Won't you take my hand?”

The Love of Christ will overwhelm the hardest heart
Say, “Ves, Lord,” and you will never want to depart.

The heavens are opening wider still,
Awaiting those who say, “Ves, Lord, T will.”

Brother and Sister, let us walk in His heavenly place,
Where one day we hear, “Well done, Child, you won the race.”
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God Sends Promises and Love

By Robert Lindley

God sends rain, snow, all kinds of weather
sweet love that brings us all together
A miracle of two when we so badly need it

gardens of fruits if we but weed it!

God gifts our lives with our sweet kids
pulls us up when our lives hit the skids
Brushes us off with gentle mercies divine

blesses us with good food and his wine!

God sent love by way of his Savior Son
miracles of love not to ever be outdone
Rainbows showing promises very sublime

a reward of love and eternity in time!

God stands the Rock that meets our needs

Forgives us of even the most wicked deeds!

24



How Poetry Began
by Brenda Meier - Hans

One Sunny day the angels sat, assembled on the clouds,

Some played harps, others sang, they all looked very proud.

A few were showing new wings, trmoenyUd just re
Others cuddled angel babies that had just been born.

Children jumping through the clouds, half flying they would run
A day like this in heaven, was made for having fun
Everywhere | seemed to look the clouds rang out for joy

Until | seen one little ¢ loud with just one lonely boy.

The boy he held a paper and his feather was pure white

He sat there very serious as he would think, then write.

Dear child | asked what is it here that keeps you from the rest

He answered | am writing poems and want to do my best.

Poems | wondered, what is this? | knew not what he meant

The little man then read to me, he was such a little gent.

These words he read were different, yet somehow still the same
They rang out more like music, which seem to be his aim.

| wanted to  help God out, when people are feeling sad
If they had poems they just might read them and be glad
The angel folded his paper, to earth he watched it glide

And made it float and gently | and at a wise
Now | asked, why did you send that paper do wn to earth?

He winked and said this is the day of poetry
That Us why we are all gathered here and cel e

When humans discover poetry, to help them on their way.

25



Smile

by Kimmy Nelson*

| used to get happy at the little smiley faces that | would see

It makes me sad to see a frown upon your face where the smile used to be
My heart breaks to think that life has caused you so much pain

But | know that God can bring the sun out after the rain

He can make right every wrong that was injuriously done to you

And put back all the missing pieces to make life brand new

No matter what this life may have gave or took away

Life, liberty, and happiness is all that matters anyway

Someti mes happiness doesndt come wrapped |ike
Maybe a cup of tea on a cold winter day is all that will make you feel good
Sometimes just to pray will make your heart fresh and new

Maybe asking for God to forgive you for what you forgot to do

He took such care to give us all His very best

We can forget and it is removed as far as the east is from the west

You must now forgive and forget whatever caused you pain

Let the sun come in and dry up what was washed away by the rain

That is how He forgives our sins too

Once they are gone you are forever brand new

Dondt ever try to find them because they are
Far removed from this life where all the sin does belong

Now you are free to be happy again and smile from joy deep within

God makes all things new and you can begin life again

*Read more poems by Kimmy Nelson at
http://kimig.tripod.com/SACREDHEARTOFJESUS #sthash.GVhgA8Un.dpuf.
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Triwity*
by Kimv Bond*

We praise Yow for the mysteriows sea

We fear Yowr gloriowsy Name above all Names

More thaw the sharpness of shark fangs

We will forever sinwg of Youwr glory.

Oh, Architect of —all Earthos beau
King above all kings that reigw,

Deliverer from owr every chaiw,

Yow are yo- ever praiseworthvy!

Yowr Sow died and rose agaiw,

He holdsy the keys to- Yowr kingdowm,

Hiy blood washes cleaw owr every siww.
Behold the Spirit He said Yow would send,
No one swrpasses Him in wisdowm,

He vy owr every-present friend.

*a. dzi GKS | R@2 Ol kok the FithielSwill kegdfindny farhdAwNiReakEyougll things
FYR gAff NBYAYR &2dz 2F1BW&ENBIKAY3I L KIF@S &F AR

** 1f you are interested in obtaining more Christian resources by this author, visit
www.drawnear.webs.com.
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A NOTE TO READERS

Did one or more of these poems cause buried emotions to rise up from some deep place
in your heart? Perhaps Jan Allison’s “The Crying Candle” reminded you of a time when you
faced grief. It could be that you reminisced about miracles God has done for you as you
enjoyed Jeanne Beaumont’'s “The Healer.” Maybe this Christian poetry collection prompted you
to feel grateful to God for simple things like our Creator’s provision and the blessing of children
as in Robert Lindley’s “God Sends Promises and Love.”

Maybe you cannot recall any special moments with God because you never turned your
life over to Him. Possibly for the first time, you felt your heart speak, “Yes, Lord, | will take your
hand?” as you read Judy K. Haught's “The Heavens Open Wide.” Your soul may have cried out
for that eternal life in Joyce Johnson’s “John 3:16.” If you have never received God’s promise of

eternal life, then pray this prayer of salvation with us right now:

Father God, | need Your deliverance. | confess my sins to You. | believe Your
Son Jesus died on the cross to pay for those sins, and | am now made new
through faith in Your Son. | believe Jesus was raised from the dead and has
eternal life that He will now share with me. | trust You with my salvation, Lord.

In Christ's Name, Amen.

We wish you all the best for making such a great decision! Remember it is not the
prayer that magically gives salvation, but it is your willing heart that surrendered to God’s plan
for His creation. You can stay in a close relationship with God through daily prayer and reading
the Holy Bible. | hope you will also join in fellowship with other Christians so they can pray for
you and you for them when times get tough.

All Christians go through periods of doubt and frustration. Some of the poems contained
in Creator may have helped you realize we all experience similar struggles. | hope this
publication helped you focus on God instead of worrying about your problems at least for a little
while. If we focus on God and His righteousness, He promises that He will look after us in
Matthew 6:33.

Thank you for reading this poetry collection. Please consider sharing Creator if you
believe it glorifies God and will help others draw nearer to Him. God bless!
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